FIRE BELOW

clear, sweet air was radiant, and the haze that
had hung about the mountains had disappeared.
All around, there was now a grandeur which
had not been there at noon, and the peace
upon the face of the landscape was rare and
notable.
Presently Lelia pointed away to the left.
" There is the drive to Vardar. Do you
see ? The road goes curling between those
oaks. The house is half a mile distant frona
where we stand."
" Very good/' said I. " Now you will go
off and leave me to get the car. Cross the
drive where we see it and bear due west and
do not turn north until you have gone a mile/'
" Very well/' said Lelia obediently.
I stood and watched her until she was over
the road and out of my sight. Then I followed
the line she had taken, crossed the drive to
Vardar and bore north-west. Ten minutes
later I sighted the western drive . . .
The car was as we had left it, with one half
of its bonnet open and one of its doors ajar.
So much I saw by peeping, and, though the
sight reassured me, I must confess that I
dreaded taking possession and getting her out
of the wood,
For me the place was haunted. The spot
belonged to Murder and all his dreadful train.
Here was no peace, nor grandeur, but only a
sinister silence, ready to usher havoc and,
when the echoes had faded, to steal back into
its seat. Grieg might or might not be there.
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